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	Behind Startling Blue Eyes

**Matthew**

11:58... _Geez, why can't I fall asleep?_

11:59... _Fuck me, please, by the grace of all that is good, let me sleep._

12:00... _Ding dong ding dong, ding dong ding dong._

_Shit... _  
>Another sleepless night. This has been a by product of my twisted and ugly imagination. It's only as of late, that I remember her face. The smell of freshly grown lavender always following. Her innocent voice filling and otherwise making the world around me obsolete. But, she isn't like she was. The girl I remember is four. The girl she is, is twelve... No, thirteen. Same as me. It's been so fucking long since I've seen her, but so help me, I can't keep my mind from her. Like I desperately want to hide in the folds of her memory, but I can't. I have to be strong for those around me. My friends. My foster family. I cannot tell you why my parents up and left me here. Nor can I give a reason I stayed. But this is my home now, and I can't leave. All I can do is hope that my sister remembers me well, and that someday... Someday we might see each other. I also cannot lie that my motives are almost purely selfish. But that is for another time. Now I have to fall asleep. Tomorrow is Monday, and I need to be up early. So, ever so gently, I feel my thoughts coax me into a waking dream of sorts. I'm fully aware of what's around me, but I am asleep. It's the best I can do. But it makes time pass faster, so I can't say that I hate it. Time. Is probably on top of my hate list. I never have enough of it, and it seems like it slips away and I'm powerless to do anything. Almost as if a minute passed, the angry wail of an alarm clock makes me resurface. I end the wails life with a flick of my arm. This is a prime example. I know exactly how much time I wasted by sleeping.<br>5 hours, 15 minutes, and 10 seconds.  
>I know that, because I set my alarm to go off at 5:15. Duh. I was, and am now wasting ten more seconds thinking about her, what I'm going to wear to school today, and that small irrational fear of falling when I get off my bed. It's happened before. I stand up, almost machine like and silently make my way to my chest of drawers. Pulling the handle closest to the top. In it, are my skivvies. My undergarments. You know, the shit that covers your junk. I pull a dark green pair out and lay them on the bed. Then I pull out a grey pair of jeans from the next, and obviously larger drawer under it. They aren't loose, but they aren't skinny jeans either. Then, going to the far end of the clothing holder, and pull a white tee shirt out. It had three buttons at the top and it's sleeves stopped at my elbows. After laying all that out on my bed I walk out into the hall, obviously being as quiet as I could. I am the first to wake. It never fails. I quietly pad to the bathroom. Giving it such a name is an understatement. Its made out of this polished rosewood that reminds me of a sauna. There are ten showers in all, five on the left side, five on the right. The two rows lying adjacent to each other. At the end of the room, three bath tubs sat. Unfilled. I took the first shower. After waiting for a few seconds for the water to heat up, I realized that if it came to it, we all could have taken a shower at the same time alone. There were only eight people in the orphanage we call home. It was apparent that the headmistress would never adopt us out of the building, so she kept us. Going from age, me being the oldest: It was me, Alli, Drake, Max, Monte, Andy, and Emmie. Three girls, four guys. I immediately curse the being that ever put that thought in my mind. While I might not take interest in my fellow brothers, there is no doubt that, if given the chance, I wouldn't have been able to control my hormones around Alli and Max. Alli being one year younger than me, and Max one younger than Alli. The mere thought got me exited. Then utterly disgusted. I love these guys like family. I've known them since I was four for fucks sake. Sometimes I wonder what kind of sick fuck I am, but then I have to disregard it. I need to stay positive. I quickly finished bathing. I need a distraction. As I finish, not five minutes later, I hear footsteps outside the bathroom door. Max no doubt. It's like we're all on an unavoidable schedule. I take a little pride in like that fact. After wrapping my lower half with a towel, I open the door to the rest of the building. Max was standing parallel to the door politely. Now, I don't know if it's because she is younger than me, or that I find her as a sister. Or both, but she was extremely cute. All three of them were. In different regards, but the one thing that persisted was that I wanted to keep them safe. As well as my brothers. Max was really mousy. Like so much so that you would want to pet her. But she didn't act like it. With her bright auburn eyes, she could study, analyze, and understand you in a matter of seconds. She's short, but don't let that tip you, she has a hell of a punch. She had her curly brown hair in a loose ponytail.<p>

"Yo." I nodded to her, keeping one hand on my towel. I can tell she's a little flustered at the moment, but I try to disregard it. Instead I focus how tan she's gotten. She almost could pass for a Latino if her pigment didn't have that natural honey looking tone to it.

"Yo." She said,"You didn't take all the warm water did you?" She said, trying to make a joke.

"Realistically, that's impossible, so... No." I grin. Max shrugs and pushes her way past me. Closing the door for her, I make my way to the last door on the left. On top of the door frame, there's a chalk board with a drawing that spells out EM. I knock first, and then open the door. She's awake, like usual. Her arms are tangled in the loose sleeves of her night gown so, she can't wave to me. But I can tell from her smile that she welcomes me. I always make sure to help her when she needs help getting dressed. After Em pulls her clothes out for today, I help her get undressed and usher her to the bathroom. Max, as always, usually helps her bathe. After cleaning up her room a little and making her bed, I walk out and go to the door next to mine. Without knocking, I barge in. Drake, who usually tries to sleep in covers his head with a pillow as if on cue.

"C'mon Drakie. Wakie wakie." I coo, obviously mocking him. I give him three seconds before tipping his bed, which is surprisingly light. It only took him a second to react, rolling onto his feet.

"Morn'n asshole." He grumbled.

"Love you too bud." I grin. With nothing but grumbles to be heard, I leave Drake to his business. After that, I make my way to my room, Andy and Monte don't really need my help. I already know that it's cold as fuck outside, so I pull a thick coat with synthetic, yet warm fur lining the hood out of my closet. After pulling it on, I inspect myself in the mirror. What I see is a teenager, a little too tall and broad for his body. Although Miss Tracy says that's good for my age. He has short choppy black hair. He had a large grey coat on with the hood hanging on his back. His eyes seemed to be alert, and almost cunning, despite the lack of sleep the boy had been suffering. He had a scar on the back of his hand from the bottom his thumb to his wrist bone. It was very feint, a shallow cut. Like the crevice in a limestone deposit created by the meager flow of water dripping from the rock ceiling above. His mouth was thin, like he withheld what he was going to say, even though he wasn't saying anything. The bright emerald of his eyes bored into me, like he knew every move I were to make. His nose was crooked, obviously it had been broken before. It didn't look ugly on him, with only a little dent where it shouldn't be. His face was angular, almost handsome on his teenage body. There was no hesitation in his movements, like he knew his place and played on that fact. He was fairly normal. Other than his clothes, which were natural, and almost bland.  
><em>Okay, enough of that. I like my ego where it is.<em>  
>I shook my head, and walked out into the hall. Everyone was dressed, and ready to go. I led them down the stairs and into the kitchen otherwise know as hell.<p>

* * *

><p>Okay, so that was a gross exaggeration, but it was partially true. No matter how good the food was, it was hot as balls in there. Grabbing my plate from Miss Tracy, our headmistress, who seemed unfazed by the heat, and thanking her, I led the group to the dining room. Which, thankfully, was at a reasonable room temperature. After a short while, Ms. Tracy entered the dining room, looking as cool as a cucumber. I nodded to her, smiling as she took her spot at the head of the table.<p>

"Good morning." Ms. Tracy smiled. Max was sitting to her right, while Emmie was sitting on her left. Monte sits beside Em, and his brother Andy sits parallel to him. While Drake sits beside Max. I sit across from Alli, beside Monte. There is a dim silence as everyone stares at their food, even Ms. Tracy, before we dug in. Pancakes, sausages, eggs? None to be seen, all devoured by seven orphan children and a young woman. I check my watch per usual, and I am pleased to see the numbers, five, four , five. Right on time. I stand up and put my dishes away, once again braving the kitchen from hell.

I survived by the way, just so you know. As the grandfather clock in the foyer goes off, I nod to Ms. Tracy, bidding her farewell. She smiles and hands Em her back pack. The rest of us grab our bags from the foyer and brace for the cold, and otherwise relentless world known as school in the middle of January.

* * *

><p>Since Emmie is five, we drop her off at the primary building of MPS. That being the(not so) prestigious (but not bad), Morrison Public school system. Andy and Monte, both being ten, follow Em, obviously not into kindergarten though. The rest of us walk to the intermediate building. Max and Drake detach from the group to head down the sixth grade wing. Alli waves goodbye as she enters the seventh grade hall, and I walk alone to the eighth.<p>

* * *

><p><strong>Alexi<strong>

The first thing I noticed was that the lights were off. Not per usual. I mean, of course, (unless you are a hermie hermit) you aren't used to returning home with the lights off. Especially when your parent(s) are home. By the time I flip the light switch, I understand what is happening. And really, the only thing I can think of is my brother. It's his birthday too. As the lights come on, I brace myself for my family.

"**SURPRISE!**"

Geez, who knew like fifteen people could generate so much noise? I guess it's because the foyer funneled the sound. Everyone was in the living room, which was at the end of the foyer by the way. Mom was the spearhead of the group. She, at least to me, was very beautiful. With light, caring blue eyes, and curly ash blonde hair, she almost looked like an angel. She had soft, yet angular features, and a small nose. She was taller than me by about five inches, and I'm four foot eleven. So she's five four. Her hair falls to her shoulders and tapers off, like an ever present wind is tugging them outward. She held her lithe frame with confidence, and her hands were always moving around when she talked. Some would find that annoying, but the way she did it made it beautiful, exotic. She looked like the sun knew exactly what to do when it's rays hit her, she looked like honey. She had a childish smile on her face, and one of those huge party poppers, that honestly shouldn't even be allowed to use by adults, in her hand. I smile, and gasp. It would be weird not to. It would have been rude too, I mean who doesn't smile and gasp at a surprise party? Well, maybe someone that has breathing problems. That would be the day, when old grammie Miller died after gasping. At a birthday party. I wonder what he eulogy would be like.

**_*Pop*_**

I'm jerked out of my thoughts by the mini explosion created by five of those... Dangerous things going off around me. Everyone's smiling. I'm ushered into the living room, where the hub of my birthday was. There was presents stacked on the couch, making it unusable. There was a small table with a cake on it, the table being a light, bleached looking wood end table, that looked nice against the dark hardwood floor it sat on. It was white, and what looked to be lavender colored. It was expertly made, with swirling designs and even letters. It was beautiful. I took count of all who was there, wanting to make sure that everyone got a piece, even though I wouldn't even be cutting it. Okay, Manni was here, of course, he was my childhood friend, why wouldn't he be here. Kat, or Catherine, was leaning on the wall, smiling at me. Daniel was talking with Manni. Joal was walking around, evidently studying the room around him. I forgot this was probably the first time he had been here. And Felix was starring at me. It took me a moment to tell that everyone was looking at me. Everyone's parents were here with them. Well except for Joal's mother, she died, just last year.

"What?" I asked, and nearly everyone grinned.

"Happy birthday airhead." Kat said. I blushed, not realizing that they had said so just a second ago.

"Oh. Thanks guys." I nod and smile. I now realize I could have said something better, maybe even a one liner, but beggars can't be choosers.

Mom smiles, and turns to the other patrons,"Thank you guys for coming. This party wouldn't have been possible without Catherine and Manni. That, or it would have looked like we were celebrating a trolls birthday." She said,"Of course, we can't be too sure we aren't" She grinned. I flushed at the joke, acting like I should. I know she's just playing around, but honestly, I honestly don't care. I'm just happy everyone's here,"Anyways, thank you for the help, and enjoy yourselves." My mother finished. With that, she led me to the back yard. Well, us, as a group. The world doesn't revolve around me you know. Now, what you are about to see, is so graphic, some viewers may see it as inhumane, viewer desecration is advised. To put it simply, I ate about three tub fulls of air in about a tenth of a phenmtosecond. The sight was so glorious, I think Mrs. Sullivan's Chiwawa from next door died upon laying eyes on it. To call it a bouncy castle was an understatement. It was a bouncy palace! I swear. It was multi leveled. And it looked sound. Like a bouncy architect designed it. It was blue and gold, which looked pretty darn awesome together. Daniel was the first on, despite Manni's desperate attempts to make sure I had the honors. It was fine, but if there was a bouncy throne in there, I'm calling dibs. I jumped in after him, and I was soon followed by my friends. The thing was huge. And there were even bouncy stairs, which seemed to defy physics as Daniel jumped up them without falling. That or Dan just had magical powers. Either or. Joal was just standing there, but I knew he wanted to. I jumped over to him and grabbed his hands. He flushed and looked up to me. I grinned and jumped up and down, forcing him to jump too. Because, well if he didn't, I would have dislocated his shoulders. I wouldn't have done that... On purpose. He laughs, and starts to jump on his own. He kept hold to my hands, like he was afraid he was going to fall.

He smiled and said,"Happy birthday Alex."  
>Alex being my nickname.<p>

"Thanks, for coming I mean. I already said thanks for my birthday." I smiled back, and half jumped half led to the group, which were on the right second... Would it be level or story. I'm going with level. Apparently they were playing HORSE. Bouncy HORSE. There were front flips, back flips, dead chiwawas.  
>That last one was just a joke. Sickos. Well, ironically, that makes me the sicko, I made the joke. Whatever, it doesn't matter.<p>

* * *

><p>Eventually, mom brought the cake out. It was a grand affair, watching all of us kids evacuate the palace like it was on fire. The bounciness of the day lifting our spirits and making us carefree. This was one of the days where we could act, well more like a child. It was allowed. We all crowded around my mom, waiting for a slice of cake. Let me ask you a question, have you ever tasted the clouds of heaven? No? Well, I'm not one to boast on another person's account, but this cake is about the equivalent of just that. I didn't want to move to open presents after I finished my third piece. It was hard to move, like a big fluffy cat was sitting on my body. And when I said fluffy, I meant flllluuuuuuuufffffffffffffy. Like a huge ball of clouds. I managed... Somehow.<p> 


End file.
